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the cars, making for the end of the lane, where a large crowd
had gathered before the church door. They were waiting
for the bride. Facing each other in two lines stood a choir
of young men stretching from door to street. They wore
white gowns like night-shirts, with stoics crossed on the left
shoulder. On each head was a stiff little cap of white with a
silver cross on the top; in each hand was a lighted candle.
One man held cymbals, another held a triangle. As they
stood in the darkness, the candle-light moving over their dark,
clean-shaven faces, I thought that I might be looking at
priests of Isis.

There was some commotion as a car ploughed its way
among the spectators, and from it stepped a girl like a dark,
full-blown peony. She wore an evening dress of cream-
coloured lace. Her raven-black hair shone from recent
treatment. Her plump, good-looking face was flushed
beneath the rouge that sits so feverishly on dark skins. Four
bridesmaids, likewise in evening dress, took their places
beside her, whereupon the choir, suddenly breaking into a
harsh chant punctuated by a clash of cymbals, led the way into
the church.

In the confusion of the arrival, I was conscious only that
we had entered a hot, crowded place in which lights from
pendulous candelabra blazed everywhere. Presently a young
usher took me away from my modest seat at the back, and, to
my confusion and embarrassment, gave me a seat among the
officiating clergy. There was, however, nothing to be done
about it.

The bride and bridegroom sat a few yards from me on red
and gilt chairs placed before the haikal screen. The bride-
groom sat at the bride's left hand, wearing an expression of
self-consciousness which is probably an international one at
&uch a moment in a man's life. Candles burned all round
them, so that they sat in a pool of golden light. The bride-
groom wore evening dress, over which was draped a richly
decorated cope. He wore a tarbush on his head, and gazed
uneasily through horn-rimmed glasses beyond the fence of
candles.

Here, I thought, we have a typical Coptic mixture of past
and present, of East and West. The choir were singing an